Age 46]                Wavelets from Waterloo
washed himself; and as I entered the room he sat up in his bed, his face
covered with the dust and sweat of the previous day, and extended his
hand to me, which I took and held in mine, whilst I told him of Gordon's
death, and related such of the casualties as had come to my knowledge.
He was much affected. I felt his tears dropping fast upon my hands,
and looking towards him, saw them chasing one another in furrows over
his dusty cheeks.1
As soon as Hume left him, the Duke rose, washed, dressed,
shaved, had a cup of tea and some toast and then sat down
to write his despatch.
But as he wrote it the account of further casualties were
brought him and he broke off, feeling he could not bear to
write any more just then. Then mounting the indefatigable
Copenhagen he rode into Brussels.
There was no elation in the heart of the Duke during
that morning ride; the harvest of victory had been too bitter,
and the cost too great. How many a faithful friend who
had followed him through his campaigns was now laid low.
Picton * was dead, Gordon and Canning f would ride with
him no more, Ramsay, too, and a host of others lay still
upon that awful field. The Prince of Orange was badly
wounded, Fitzroy Somerset had lost an arm, De Lancey,^:
1 Wellington in Private Life, pp. 217, 218.
* The gallant Picton fell early in the day during the first French attack.
He fell at the head of the 5th Division, being struck by a ball in the
temple. He had been wounded at Quatre Bras and went into the Battle
of Waterloo with two broken ribs and other injuries. Yet no one knew
of this but his servant; Picton refusing medical aid, for fear of being
kept out of further fighting !
\ Colonel Canning of the 3rd Foot Guards, aide-de-camp to the
Duke, and one of his Peninsular officers.
\ Sir William de Lancey was near the Duke when he was wounded.
*' Near three when Sir William was riding beside the Duke a cannon
ball struck him . . . and knocked him off his horse to several yards'
distance. The Duke at first imagined he was killed . . . seeing he was
alive, (for he bounded up again and then sank down) he ran to him and
stooping down, took him by the hand. Sir William begged the Duke
... to take away the crowd that gathered round him and to let him
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